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November Rain 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


The rain was pouring angrily from the dark and gray mid-November sky. Axl and Slash lay on the living room- 
couch, both men naked but for a pair of boxers each. Axl was tracing circles across Slash's flat stomach and 


navel, resting his head against the place where Slash's shoulder met connected with his torso. 


Slash was sighing contentedly at the feel of the singer's fingers grazing over his bare skin, as he felt those 
long, elegant fingertips trail the thin line of dark hair springing from the hem of his underwear. 


On the TV, buzzing in the background at a low volume, played some uninteresting homicide-victim's unit. 


Obviously, Slash had been the one who'd picked the channel. 


Slash shut his eyes, gently stroking Axl's back in slow motions and making sure to run his hand through the 
singer's silky ginger strands, tangling them in-between his fingers. The hair was slightly damp due to Axl having 


showered earlier and not bothering to dry his hair. 


‘tm writing a song for us,’ said Axl suddenly. 


‘Huh? murmured Slash, opening one eye slowly to peer down at his lover. All he saw was soft, copper hair and 


a pair of pale shoulders. 


The singer didn't continue though. A moment of silence came over them as Axl's eyes traveled to study the 
droplets of rain, listening to their melancholic melody hammering against the windows. Slash frowned slightly. He 
wanted to know more, now that the singer had brought the subject up. 


‘So... he began, ‘a song, right? It sounded lame, Slash decided, the way in which he'd said it. 
The redhead nodded slowly, gaze still looking out the frosted glass of the doors leading out to the back porch. 


‘Ive just realized, I've been writing killer songs for people | don't care half as much about as | care about you. 


If anyone deserves a song, it's you: 


Slash wrapped on arm around Axl's waist, pulling him in closer, shifting so he was holding the smaller man 
against his chest. One of the singer's hands came up to rest against the slope of guitarist's caramel neck, the 
other seeking Slash's hand, finding it and intertwining their fingers. 


‘tt makes me fucking happy, that you're writing it, said Slash, smiling. 


Axl looked up to meet Slash's chocolate orbs with his own dull emerald ones. His eyes were filled to the brim 
with raw emotion, and all those layers of his usually stoic facade were long gone. In fact, the singer's walls of 
indifference always seemed to melt away whenever Slash was the only person around. Only Slash was ever 


allowed to know who really was beneath the act, on the inside. 


‘| haven't come up with that much yet, but it feels as if it could turn into something serious, y'know? Axl 
looked positively hopeful, thrilled almost. 


Slash nodded, smiling again. He knew that feeling. 


Smoothly, the younger man leaned in and captured the singer's thin, pink lips in-between his own fuller ones. It 


was merely a brief peck, but as soon as he pulled away, a grin split Axl's face from ear to ear, and a tiny 


blush tinted his cheeks a healthy pink. 


Axl snuggled closer, slipping both arms around his guitarists middle, a sudden shiver wracking his body. ‘Saul, 
I'm fucking freezing, he mumbled quietly. 


In as swift a motion as he could manage without shifting further, Slash pulled the blanket that always laid 
tossed over the back of the couch down and wrapped it carefully around both of them. Axl closed his eyes, 
still smiling, resting his face against the slope of Slash's shoulder. 


‘Y'know, | kinda hoped you'd write something for us together, and we could make that song whichever itd be, 
ours. | mean like, just yours and mine,’ said Slash after a moment. 


Axl craned his neck, turning his head to look up at the darker man. ‘Well, obviously, I'd want the song to have a 
couple of mind-blowing solos: His graceful hand slid up to to play with some of Slash's stubborn dark curls, 
whiled Slash spilled gentle kisses down Axis cheek and jaw. 


'D'ya have any idea what you're gon’ call it? Slash murmured suddenly, kissing the small hollow of one of the 
singer's refined cheekbones. The redhead's hands both slid down to rub at Slash's jutting hipbones. 


‘Actually, | didn't have a title until a few minutes ago, but | think the one | came up with just might work, 
replied Axl, his voice partly a chuckle and partly a moan, as one of the guitarists rough, callused fingertips 
roamed his thigh teasingly. 


‘Mhm..? And what would that be..?! grinned Slash, gently nibbling the older man's earlobe and whispering 


sensuously in his ear. 
Axl moaned again as the brunette's thumb brushed against the side of his crotch tentatively. ‘November Rain: 


Slash chuckled, kissing his way down Axl's neck to his collarbone. ‘| kinda like the sound of that. He tugged 
lightly at the ring piercing the singer's left nipple with his teeth. 


Axl leaned his head back, mumbling and gasping as the guitarists expert fingers slid beneath the thin fabric of 
his boxers, ‘| thought you might.. 


‘| love you, William. You know that, said Slash, working his hand firmly in Axl's boxers until the redhead 
released himself against his fingers with a gasp and a low moan. The brunette's kept repeating the first three 


words over and over until the older man regained his full awareness and a somewhat coherent line of thought. 


‘| love you too, Saul, whispered Axl softly, as he drifted off to a nice and peaceful sleep, his chest moving 


slowly up and down as a few soft snores escaped his lips. 


Slash let his gaze linger upon the rain that was still sliding in thick streams down the window, absentmindedly 
tracing Axl's back. ‘November Rain, huh? he sighed happily. 


